i8o               OUT OF MY  COFFIN
is St. Peter.'' I was more than taken aback, and
somewhat puzzled as to the outcome of this and
wondered if my money was quite safe under the
circumstances! He added that if ever I were ill I
was to let him know, as St. Luke was also in the
company, under the disguise of a real physician. He
went on to say that very soon I should be recognised
as a great power when, on the opening of Joanna
Southcotfs box in Trafalgar Square (which was to
happen shortly), I should be sitting there with the
bishops; and at the very moment that the box
would open, a great stream of light would fall on me,
after which the bishops and people would render
homage to me. At this prospect of my future glory
I felt most elated !
The odd thing is that although fundamentally I
did not believe it, all this did not seem to me so
extraordinary as it does to the reader. In looking
back there is no doubt that the man possessed the
gift and, to me, dangerous weapon of hypnotism.
On leaving, after this tirade, Mr. A accompanied
me through the passage and led me into another
room where sat the lesser lights, St. Peter and St.
Luke. It seemed to my carnal mind that St. Luke
was slightly the worse for drink!
I must confess that after I left, I had my doubts
about Mr. A. But as my 12 per cent came in regularly
and all the appearances of the business were solid, I
and other friends who had equally placed money
in his hands, came to the conclusion that, although a
very clever business man, he had a maggot in his
brain on that subject which, after all, did not affect
us materially.
All went well for over two years, then suddenly,